ADAM MICKIEWICZ 
Dziady. Poema 


Forefather’s Eve, Part II 


Forefather’s Eve. It is the name of a festivity celebrated, many a time before, among 
the peasants of multiple Lithuanian, Prussian and Courlandian counties, for our 
“forefathers”, or our dead ancestors. This festivity is as old as pagan times and back 
then was known as “goat’s feast”, which was lead by a Goatlar, Huslar, Guslar, a 
priest and poet all in one. 


[For the sake of this translation I will call him “Wyzard”, as in Wise Man, one with 
knowledge. In The Witcher 3 they call such a man “Pellar”, but you can also use 
words like mage, seer, sorcerer. There is no direct translation. ] 


Today, because divine spirituality and its Masters (the church) have been 
attempting to uproot this superstitious practice through often times unnecessarily 
cruel ways, the peasantry celebrates Forefather’s Eve in secret at empty chapels or 
empty houses close to cemeteries. It is usually done by setting up a feast made of 
various foods, drinks, fruits whereby the spirits of the dead are being summoned. It is 
worth noting, that the tradition of sharing food with the dead is akin to all pagan 
peoples, to the old Greeks in Homeric times, in Scandinavia, to the East, and up to 
date to the New World islands. Our (polish) Forefather’s Eve have one special trait, 
which is that these pagan beliefs intermingle with Christianity, especially seeing as 
the festivity takes place near “All Souls’ Day”. The peasantry understand, that 
through feast, drink and song they can bring relief to the purgatorial souls. 

A purpose so religious, festivals, lonely places, night time, fantastical solemnities 
used to really speak to my imagination; I’ve listened to tales, stories and songs about 
the departed returning back to us with pleads or warnings; and in all of them one 
could spot this moral struggle and even teachings, presented by the words of non- 
upper class. 

This poem depicts happenings of similar fashion, but the festive songs, 
incantations, are mostly accurate, and sometimes taken at literal from the people. 


[This poem is written partially in rhymes, but I will write everything down word for 
word without a lot interpretation. ] 


Characters: The Wyzard, Old Man chorus lead, The Chorus of peasants 
Place: Chapel, Evening 


There are more things in Heaven and Earth, 
Than are dreamt of in your philosophy. 


CHORUS 
All is dark, all is still, 
What shall it be, what shall it be? 


WYZARD 

Close the chapel’s door 

And stand ‘round the casket; 

No lamps, no candles, 

Hang shrouds on the windows. 
Let the moon’s pale light 

Not enter here through any crack. 
Briskly, boldly. 


OLD MAN 
How you’ve ordered, so it happened. 


CHORUS 
All is dark, all is still, 
What shall it be, what shall it be? 


WYZARD 

Lil’* purgatorial souls! 

In any part of the world; 

Ye who burn in tar, 

Ye who freeze on river’s bottom, 

Or ye who were bound in raw wood 
For punishment harsher, 

Being bitten by furnace cinders, 

As ye squeal and cry so lively; 

All ye gather to our bunch! 

Let the bunch assemble ‘round! 
Thus we celebrate Forefather’s Eve! 
Swoop down into the holy place; 
There is alms, there are prayers, 
And there’s food, and there’s drink. 


*Tiny / small, cute, lovely or chibi 


CHORUS 
All is dark, all is still, 
What shall it be, what shall it be? 


WYZARD 

Give me handful of linen, 

I set it ablaze; With haste, 

As the flame upwards shoots, 
Drive it on in tiny breaths. 
Oh Yes, yes, more, more, 

Let it burn in the air. 


CHORUS 
All is dark, all is still, 
What shall it be, what shall it be? 


WYZARD 

Come forth ye with lite a spirit, 

Ye who ‘mongst this earth 

Full of ignorance and chaos, 

Poverty, cries and toil 

Have flashed and burned 

As had this bit of linen. 

Ye who flow on the wind amiss, 

And haven’t entered the Heavenly Gates, 
Through this lite, bright symbol 

Tis’ ye whom we summon, we beseech . 


CHORUS 
Tells us, who what lacks, 
Who amongst you desires, who amongst you craves. 


WYZARD 

Look, oh, look up high, 

What shines there under the roof? 

Flattering their golden feathers 

Tis’ be children two. 

As a lil’ feather with another on a gale, 

So they glide ‘round under the chapel’s peak; 
As a lil’ dove with another on a tree, 

So, a lil’ angel frisks with the other. 


WYZARD AND OLD MAN 

As a lil’ feather with another on a gale, 

So they glide ‘round under the chapel’s peak; 
As a lil’ dove with another on a tree, 

So, a lil’ angel frisks the other. 


LIL ANGEL to one of the peasant women 
To mummy we fly, to mummy. 

What’s this, mummy, you don’t know Josie? 
I am Josie, the very same, 

And this be my sister Rosie. 

Now up in heavens we fly, 

It is better there than by mummy. 

Look, how our lil’ heads shimmer, 

Our clothes made of daybreak’s light, 
And on both our shoulders 

Wings as butterfly’s: 

We have it all in heaven, 

A new toy everyday: 

Where we step, grass flows out, 

Where we touch, a flower blooms. 


Though we have everything, 
Boredom and angst bothers us. 
For, mummy, for your children 
The way to Heaven is blocked! 


Heaven/s spelled with non-capital H means “Sky” 


CHORUS 

Though they have everything, 
Boredom and angst bothers them, 
For, mummy, for your children 
The way to Heaven is blocked! 


WYZARD 

What do ye need, lil’ soul, 

To go to Heaven? 

Do ye plea for Glory of God, 

Or a sweet treat, 

There are doughnuts, cakes, milk 
And there’s fruit, and berries. 
What do ye need, lil’ soul, 

To go to Heaven? 


LIL ANGEL 

Nothing, we need nothing. 

Too much sweetness on earth 
Has made us abject. 

Oh, in my entire life 

I have felt bitterness naught. 
Teasing, tickles, romps, 

And everything I do goes nicely. 


Singing, jumping, running onto fields, 
Plucking flowers for Rosalie, 
Such was my role, 

And hers to dress up dolls. 

We fly down to Forefather’s Eve 
Not for prayer nor the feast, 

No Mass is needed; 

Not for doughnuts, milk, cakes-- 
We ask for two mustard grains; 

A request so measly 

Shall stand for all our indulgence. 


For hear and ponder thus, 

That in accordance to God’s mandate: 
One who has never felt bitterness, 

Can never know the sweetness in Heaven. 


CHORUS 

Let us hear and ponder thus, 

That in accordance to God’s mandate: 
One who has never felt bitterness, 

Can never know the sweetness in Heaven. 


WYZARD 

Lil’ Angel, Lil’ Soul! 

What ye wanted, ye have both. 
Here’s a grain, here’s a grain, 
Now go forth with God. 

And who shan’t heed the plea, 
In the name of the Father, the Son, the Spirit. 
Do ye see the Lord’s Cross? 
Ye do not want food, drink, 

So leave us in peace! 

Shoo, shoo away! 


CHORUS 

And who shan’t heed the plea, 

In the name of the Father, the Son, The spirit. 
Do ye see the Lord’s Cross? 

Ye do not want food, drink, 

So leave us in peace! 

Shoo, shoo away! 


The Apparition disappears. 
WYZARD 


The terrible midnight comes, 
Put padlocks on the doors; 


Bind a pitchy* tuft as torch, 

Leave a cauldron of vodka in the middle. 
And when I incline my staff from afar, 

Let all the vodka burn. 

Briskly, boldly. 

*Having a very dark color (as of soot or coal) 


OLD MAN 
Am ready now. 


WYZARD Gives the sign. 


OLD MAN 
It blew, boiled 
And settled. 


CHORUS 
All is dark, all is still, 
What shall it be, what shall it be? 


WYZARD 

Now ye with the heaviest a spirit, 

Ye who to this earth 

Are bound with chains of crime 

With a body and soul of common folk. 
Though death crumbles the form, 
Though the Angel of Death calls, 

Life still cannot leave 

The mortal coil. 

If such a punishment severe 

The people can levitate slightly 

And save ye from the hellish den, 
Which you approach even now: 

Ye is whom we summon, we beseech 
Through ye element, through the fire! 


CHORUS 
Tells us, who what lacks, 
Who amongst you desires, who amongst you craves. 


A VOICE outside the window 


Hey, ravens, owls, eagles! 
You damned gluttons! 

Let me pass to the chapel, 
Let me pass even steps two. 


WYZARD 


By the Spirit! What a monster! 
Do ye see the vampyre* in the window? 
Pale as a bone on field; 

Look! Look at the face! 

Smoke and lightning in his yap, 
Eyes have settled out his head, 
They gleam like coals in ash. 
Hairs disheveled on his forehead. 
As if dry thorny shafts 

Casting pitches of fire, 

Such sparks flow 

Off the wretch’s head. 


*The original word for this spirit is “upidr” a predecessor to “vampire” or 
“vampyre”. Essentially means an evil or damned spirit inside a physical body. 


WYZARD AND OLD MAN 
As if dry thorny shafts 
Casting pitches of fire, 
Such sparks flow 
Off the wretch’s head. 


SPECTER from behind the window 
Children! Do you not know me, children? 
Just look at me a little closer, 

Just remember! 

I am your dead lord, children! 

This was my village you see. 

Today the third year barely passes, 
Whence you have put me in the grave. 
Oh, too harsh is the Hand of God! 

I am possessed by evil powers, 
Terrible torment do I suffer. 

Where night encumbers the earth, 
There I go looking for it; 

Whence from the sun I run 

A tramp’s life I proceed, 

Never finding an end to my stumbles. 
Eternal hunger gorges me; 

And who shall try to feed me? 
Preying birds tear at me; 

And who shall be my protector? 

No end, no end to my torments! 


CHORUS 

Preying birds tear at him; 

And who shall be his protector? 
No end, no end to his torments! 


WYZARD 

And what does the soul need, 

To escape the agony? 

Do ye plea the Glory of Heaven? 
Or holy respite? 

There is enough milk, bread, 
There are fruits and berries. 
Say ye, what does the soul need, 
To go to Heaven? 


SPECTER 

To Heaven?... You blaspheme in vain... 
Oh no! I do not want to go to Heaven; 
I only want for my soul 

To shuffle out of this coil quicker. 

I would rather go to hell a hundred times over, 
I shall suffer the torments lightly, 

I would rather whine down below, 
Then stumble blindly 

With impure spirits here on earth, 

To see traces of happiness old, 
Memories of eyesores previous; 

From dawn till dusk, 

From dusk till dawn 

To die of thirst, of hunger 

And feed the birds of prey. 

However! Such the sentence, 

That I must drag this damned soul, 
Until one of you, subjects o’ mine, 
Will nourish me. 


Oh, how thirst burns me; 
If just a measure of water! 
Oh! If only you could 

Give me wheat grains two! 


CHORUS 

Oh, how thirst burns him; 
If just a measure of water! 
Oh! If only we could 

Give him wheat grains two! 


BIRDS OF NIGHT CHORUS 

He begs in vain, cries in vain: 
We in the black procession, 
Owls, ravens and eagles, 

Once, ‘lord’, attendants o’ yours. 


We whom you brought down through hunger, 
Shall eat all the food, sap all drink. 
Hey, owls, eagles, ravens, 

With talons, crooked beaks 

Let us tear the food into pieces! 
Even once its in your yap, 

There I shall also bury my talons; 
Reach into your liver. 

You haven’t known mercy, lord! 
Hey, owls, eagles, ravens, 

Let us know no mercy; 

Let us tear the food apart, 

And once there is no more, 

Let us tear flesh apart, 

May the naked bones gleam. 


RAVEN 

Ye do not like dying of hunger! 

Do ye remember how during one autumn 
I have entered your garden? 

A pear ripens, an apple reddens; 

Since days three I hadn’t anything in my lips, 
I shook a couple apples down. 

Then a gardener hidden in the bush 

Has screamed at once 

And set dogs out as on a wolf. 

I haven’t jumped the fence, 

The hunt caught me; 

“You shall be judged, sir”, 

What for? For fruit from the wood, 
Which were given by God 

For common convenience like fire and water. 
But the hateful lord shouts: 

“An example of dread need be shown”. 
The entire village gathered, 

I got tied to a pole, 

Flogged times ten. 

Every bone, like wheat of the steam, 
Like peas off of dried pod, 

Have been ripped off my skin! 

Ye haven’t known mercy, lord! 


BIRDS OF NIGHT CHORUS 
Hey, owls, eagles, ravens, 
Let us know no mercy! 

Let us tear the food apart; 
And once there is no more, 
Let us tear flesh apart, 


May the naked bones gleam! 


OWL 

Ye do not like dying of hunger! 

Do ye remember, as on the very Christmas Eve, 
During the coldest of times, 

I stood with child by the gate. 

My lord! I cried out, 

Save us poor orphans! 

My husband on the other side, 

You’d taken my daughter to thy house, 
My mother lays sick in bed, 

A tiny child’s at my breast. 

Lord, help us, 

For further subsist I cannot! 


But ye, lord, soulless one! 

Partying in drunk eagerness, 
Swimming deep in gold, 

Have whispered to your servant: 
“Who’s there shouting at the guests? 
‘Rid of the beggar, to hell”. 

And servant listened, the scoundrel, 
Pulled me by the hair through the gate! 
Shunted me and the child into snow! 
Beaten and chilled terribly, 

I could not find shelter; 

I’d frozen with the child on the road. 
Ye haven’t known mercy, lord! 


BIRDS OF NIGHT CHORUS 
Hey, owls, eagles, ravens, 
Let us know no mercy! 

Let us tear the food apart; 
And once there is no more, 
Let us tear flesh apart, 

May the naked bones gleam! 


SPECTER 

Nothing, nothing can be done for me 
Vainly do you bring plates, 

What ever you give, the birds take. 

Not for me, not for me is Forefather’s Eve! 


Yes, thus I need to be haunted age by age, 
A just Godly decree! 

For one who has never been a Man, 
Another cannot lend them help. 


CHORUS 

Yes, thus you need to be haunted age by age, 
A just Godly decree! 

For one who has never been a Man, 

Another cannot lend them help. 


WYZARD 

If nothing can help you, 

Begone now, ungodly one. 

And who shan’t heed the plea, 

In the name of the Father, the Son, the Spirit. 
Do ye see the Lord’s Cross? 

Ye do not take food, drink? 

So leave us in peace! 

Shoo, shoo away! 


The Specter disappears. 


WYZARD 

Friends, give me, 

This garland* at the end of my staff. 
I alight the holy weed, 

Up go the smokes, up go the glows! 


*A circular or linear decoration, especially one of plaited flowers or leaves, 
worn on the body or draped as a decoration. 


CHORUS 
All is dark, all is still, 
What shall it be, what shall it be? 


WYZARD 

Now ye, with spirit betwixt, 

Who upon this earth 

Of ignorance and chaos 

Had lived with the common folk; 
Shorn of* Man’s corruption, 
You'd lived not for us, not for the world, 
Just as this savory and mallow**, 
Naught of fruit, nor blossom. 
Neither animal’s feast, 

Nor can Man clothe in it; 

Only as garlands twisted 

High upon the wall they hang. 
Oh so high, ye dwellers, 

Were ye chests and eye! 

Which to day on wings pure 


Haven’t crossed the Heaven’s Gate, 
Ye with this light and incense 
We invite, we beseech. 


*Lacking; **Herbs 


CHORUS 
Tells us, who what lacks, 
Who amongst you desires, who amongst you craves. 


WYZARD 

Be this the Godmother’s image? 
Or figure angelic? 

As if a hoop’s throw 

A rainbow down falls, 

To fetch water from a lake, 

So too she shines. 

White robe flows to her feet, 
Hair frolics on the wind, 

A bright smile on her cheeks, 
But in her eye a teardrop of misery. 


WYZARD AND OLD MAN 

White robe flows to her feet, 

Hair frolics on the wind, 

A bright smile on her cheeks, 

But in her eye a teardrop of misery. 


WYZARD and THE GIRL (simultaneously) 


WYZARD 

A gorgeous wreath* on her head, 
Green stick in hand, 

A young ram runs before her, 
Above her a butterfly. 

She calls out to the ram 

Nonstop: come, come, my lil’ ram 
It always goes on further: 

She chases the butterfly with her stick 
And then, just when she grasps it; 
The butterfly always escapes. 


THE GIRL 

A gorgeous wreath on my head, 
Green stick in hand, 

A young ram runs before me, 
Above me a butterfly. 

I call out to the ram 


Nonstop: come, come, my lil’ ram 
It always goes on further: 

I chase the butterfly with a stick 
And then, just when I grasp it; 
The butterfly always escapes. 


*A circular ornamental band, typically worn on the head 


THE GIRL 
Hence before during spring mornings 
The most beautiful out of all the village, 
Susey shepherding her rams 
Hops and sings all jolly 
La la lala 
Ollie for couple cabbage rolls 
Wanted a kiss on the lips; 
But the request, and the gift, 
Where laughed off by the careless girl. 
La la lala 
Josie [Joseph] gave a ribbon to the shepherdess, 
Anthy [Anthony] gave his heart away; 
But from Josie and from Anthy 
Susey only laughs skittishly. 
La la lala 


This is an interpretative translation of Goethe’s poem “Die Sprode” meaning 
“Coy” 


Yes, I was Susey, the village girl. 

My name spoken by you many a time, 

For even though a beauty, I did not want to marry 

And after frolicking through my spring nineteenth, 

I died knowing no woe 

Nor happiness true. 

I have lived upon the world; but, oh! Not for the world! 
My thoughts, too alate, 

Have never settled on the earthly lea. (meadow) 

A slight breeze they chase, 

After a tiny fly, a gorgeous wreath, 

A butterfly, after a ram; 

But never a lover. 

I listen to song and flute delighted: 

Often, when alone on grazing, 

I chased my flocks to herders, 

Who have been giving my splendor praise; 

But I have loved none. 

And now after death I do not know what is happening to me, 
I am hepped up* on unknown fire; 


Though I frolic to my content, 

I fly where ever the wind blows, 

Nothing saddens me, nothing hurts me, 

I make what ever miracles happen. 

I weave kerchiefs out of rainbows, 

Of clear morning tears [dew] 

I create butterflies, doves. 

*Excited; enthusiastic; invigorated; stimulated. 


I don’t know, whence this boredom: 

I look for somebody at every swish, 

Oh, always alone I am! 

I feel sorry all the time 

The wind hurtles me as feather. 

I don’t know, if I am of this, or the other world: 
Where I come hither, the wind drives me farther, 
It blows up, down, sideways: 

Amongst this skittish wave 

I fly on path eternal, 

Neither can I rise up to heaven, 

Nor can I touch the ground. 


CHORUS 

Amogst this skittish wave 

Flying through wasteland eternal, 
Neither can she rise up to heaven, 
Nor can she touch the ground. 


WYZARD 

What do ye need lil’ soul, 

To go to Heaven? 

Do you plea the Glory of God? 

Or a sweet treat? 

There are doughnuts, cakes, milk, 
And fruits, and berries. 

What do ye need, lil’ soul. 

To go to Heaven? 


THE GIRL 

Nothing, I need nothing! 

Let the youths come forth, 

Let’ em take me by the hands, 

Let them pull me to the ground, 

Let me frolic a bit with’ em. 

For hear and ponder thus, 

That with accordance to God’s mandate: 
Who has not once touched the ground, 


Can never be in Heaven. 


CHORUS 

Let us hear and ponder thus, 

That with accordance to God’s mandate: 
Who has not once touched the ground, 
Can never be in Heaven, 


WYZARD to peasant men 

Ye run in vain; tis’ but shadows, 

The poor thing outstretches her hands in vain, 
A gale pulls her back at once. 

Though cry not, oh beautiful virgin! 

Before my iris’ 

Future happenings are laid bare: 

Ye must all alone 

Fly with the wind for whole years two, 

Then ye shall stand at Heaven’s step. 

Today a prayer shall resolve naught. 

Fly ye off with Lord God. 

And who shan’t heed the plea, 

In the name of the Father, the Son, the Spirit! 
Do ye see the Lord’s Cross? 

Ye do not want food, drink? 

So leave us in peace. 

Shoo, shoo away! 


CHORUS 

And who shan’t heed the plea, 

In the name of the Father, the Son, the Spirit! 
Do ye see the Lord’s Cross? 

Ye do not want food, drink? 

So leave us in peace. 

Shoo, shoo away! 


WYZARD 

Now all souls together, 

All and separate at once, 

I call upon ye one last time! 

For ye this feast small; 

Handfuls of poppy, lentil 

I throw into every corner of the chapel. 


CHORUS 
Take, which of you what lacks, 
Which desire, which thirst. 


WYZARD 


Time to open the chapel’s door. 

Light lamps and candles. 

Midnight past, rooster sounds, 

The frightening offering has ended, 
Time to remember the forefathers age. 
Wait... 


CHORUS 
What’s this? 


WYZARD 
One more Specter! 


CHORUS 
All is dark, all is still, 
What shall it be, what shall it be? 


WYZARD to a peasant girl 

Herds woman, ye there in mourning... 
Stand, for am I not wrong, 

Or have sat upon a grave? 

Children! Witness, by God! 

For the floor caves 

And a pale wraith raises; 

Turns his feet to the herds woman 
And takes a stand right beside. 

He shifts its face to the herds woman, 
White face and globes [eyes], 

Like new years’ snow. 

Sight wild and grim 

He has sunk into her eye. 

Look, oh, look at the heart! 

What a crimson streak, 

A light red ribbon 

Or stringed beads, 

Reaches from the chest to the legs. 
What this is, I cannot tell! 

His hand points now to the heart, 
Though says naught to the herds woman. 


CHORUS 

What this is, we cannot tell! 

His hand points now to the heart, 
Though says naught to the herds woman. 


WYZARD 
What do ye need, young spirit? 
Do you plea for Glory of Heaven? 


Or holy respite? 

There is plenty milk, bread, 
There are fruits and berries. 
What do ye need, young spirit, 
To go to Heaven? 


The Specter remains silent. 


CHORUS 
All is dark, all is still, 
What shall it be, what shall it be? 


WYZARD 
Answer, pale wraith! 
What’s this, he says nothing? 


CHORUS 
What’s this, he says nothing? 


WYZARD 

When ye mass and dumpling disdain. 

Move along with Lord God; 

And who shan’t heed the plea, 

In the name of the Father, the Son, the Spirit! 
Do ye see the Lord’s Cross? 

Ye do not want food, drink? 

So leave us in peace. 

Shoo, shoo away! 


The Specter stands. 


CHORUS 

And who shan’t heed the plea, 

In the name of the Father, the Son, the Spirit! 
Do ye see the Lord’s Cross? 

Ye do not want food, drink? 

So leave us in peace. 

Shoo, shoo away! 


WYZARD 
God Almighty! What obscenity is this? 
It won’t leave and won’t talk! 


CHORUS 
It won’t leave and won’t talk! 


WYZARD 
Soul damned or redeemed, 


Leave the divine ceremonies! 

Tis’ opened floor, 

Whence you came, leave that way. 
Or I shall curse ye in God’s name. 


Pause 


Leave in the name of forests, rivers, 
And die, disappear forever! 


The Specter stands. 


God Almighty! What obscenity is this? 
He’s hush, and won’t disappear! 


CHORUS 
He’s hush, and won’t disappear! 


WYZARD 

In vain I plea, in vain I smite, 

Curse frightens him naught. 

Fetch me the aspergillum* from the alter... 
Even it does not help! 

For the nuisance wraith 

Where it stood, so it stands, 

Hush, still, motionless, 

Like stone amongst a cemetery. 


*An implement, in the form of a brush, or of a rod with a perforated container, 
for sprinkling holy water; a holy water sprinkler. 


CHORUS 

Even it does not help! 

For the nuisance wraith 

Where it stood, so it stands, 
Hush, still, motionless, 

Like stone amongst a cemetery. 


WYZARD 

Tis’ beyond Man’s comprehension! 

Herds woman! You know this person? 

There are some terrifying things in it. 

Why are ye in mourning? 

Alas the husband and family are all healthy? 
What’s this! Ye do not speak a word? 

Look, say something! 

Be ye dead, my child? 

Why do ye smile? why? 


What merry do ye see in him? 


CHORUS 
Why do ye smile? why? 
What merry do ye see in him? 


WYZARD 

Fetch me the stole (ecclesiastical garment) and thunder candle* 
I shall light it, pray some more... 

In vain do I burn, in vain do I sanctify, 

The damned soul does not disappear. 

Lift the herds woman by the arms, 

Take her beyond the chapel. 

Why do ye turn ‘round, why? 

What alluring do ye see in him? 


*consecrated, ceremonial candle believed to offer protection from misfortune 


CHORUS 
Why do ye turn ‘round, why? 
What alluring do ye see in him? 


WYZARD 

God Almighty, the wraith takes step! 
Where ever we take her, there he follows... 
What shall it be, what shall it be? 


CHORUS 
Where ever we take her, there he follow. 
What shall it be, what shall it be? 


